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His first thought upon waking was that it must have been a dream, but even his most vivid teenage dreams - 
the ones that left him stumbling in the dark to change the sheets - had never been so intense. Stone smiled 
and gently slipped from the sleeping man's arms. He propped himself up on one elbow and gazed at Nate. 


It really had happened. He was here, in bed with the man who had been his ‘rock star crush’ for how long? 
Stone smiled to himself at that thought. Nate's un-rock star-like appearance is what had caught his eye in the 
first place. He knew it took a certain confidence to get on stage without any sort of costume or antics and 


simply let your playing speak for you. 


Stone thought of some of the ridiculous vests and hats he'd worn onstage with Mother Love Bone. At the 
time, he thought he was cultivating his style or something, but he had come to realize he was doing it for 
attention. It was nothing compared to Andy's makeup and fuzzy jackets or long, satin gloves, but if he'd shown 


up in just jeans and a t-shirt, no one would have noticed him at all. 


Nate stirred and brought Stone back out of his thoughts. He was lying flat on his back now, one arm bent at 


the elbow, his hand under the pillow, and the other still laid out where it had been holding Stone. Starting at 
the top of Nate's head, Stone let his eyes wander from his lightly-bearded face to his long neck, over the 
sparse curls on his chest then down to the almost-invisible trail on his stomach that disappeared beneath the 


soft bed sheet. 


Stone grasped a bit of the sheet between his thumb and index finger and pulled it toward himself, letting out a 
shuddery breath as he revealed Nate's cock resting against his leg. He glanced up at Nate before quietly 
scooting down, brushing his lips over his stomach and hip as he went. He leaned forward and began placing wet, 


lush kisses along the length of Nate's shaft as he slid his hand over Nate's thigh to very lightly cup his balls. 


As he took the head into his mouth, Stone heard a soft moan, and answered it with his own. He took his time, 
his tongue exploring every inch of Nate's cock, even when he felt a hand in his hair gently coaxing him for 
more. He shifted again, so that he was between Nate's legs, and looked up with a smile before finally taking all 
of his length into his mouth. 


Nate's fingers tightened in his hair, but Stone would not be rushed. He continued to slide his mouth up and 


down slowly, sucking and swirling his tongue at his own pace while Nate became more insistent: 


When it reached the point that Nate began lifting his hips while trying to hold him in place with a handful of 
hair, Stone relented and went to work in earnest. He bobbed his head up and down, meeting each of Nate's 


thrusts until he heard his name rasped out and tasted the warm seed on his tongue. 


Stone slid back up and mirrored Nate's contented smile. "Good morning," he murmured and kissed Nate's cheek 


before snuggling into his side. 


